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_ Sacred Majeſty, 


UPON THE 


HAPPYBIRTH 


' Of the PRINCE of 


SCOTLAND and WALES: 


Fane the 10th. 1688, | 
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y REAT SIR, che Heav'ns did wifh'd for Tydings bring 
On Chriſt's own day; for Joy all Loyals Sing, 
Andat- Your Sacred Feet their preſents fling : 
Pardon me then by Love, to ſhuffle in 
'The Widdows Mite , and my Muſe Dream begin. 

- Me Thought the Rosz and THisTLE ſeem'd to Die; 
And mounnful Sounds did from the Ha rÞ ſtill flye ; 
In a Harſh Tone ſome did the Orange Gry, 
Others ſpoke Daniſh moſt impertectly : 
And ſome did blow the OL1vekian Note 
A Commonwealth. May the Pox be their Lot. 
May dropt hes Tears, becauſe ſhe did not bring 
[The Glorrous Flower, that now doth Crown the Spring ; 
Me thought the Monfieurs Friskingly did Dance, 
And Swore, Time would French King make King of France. 
The Hoggan Moggan Butter'd ſtill their Throats, 
.To Teach all the Plantations their Dutch Notes : 

- | | | Whilſt 
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Whilt cok - Hearts Kneeling at Braroens "=. 
Did Invecate, to ſend "Thee Plant Devine: + 
come Fordid Sotts, 4id like to T hutwas Prate þ 
In Unbelief, "and ſpoke they knew not what. | 
Moſt did forget that che Great Power Divine, \. 
To Abraham made the Promisd Szed to Shine. 
Some Fooliſh Harpers Tun'd their Harp fo high, 
They ſeem'd to Play for Crown Antiquity; 
Fotland Cry dC redo, took the t'other Bow, | 
And Drank toth' Royal-Hance with all Their Soul : 
And ſill did ſay, England with Patience Wair, 
The King of Kings thall Happy make our Fate. 
YourRoss yer {mells, You have a Maky-GoLip 
Shall Cure Confuſton, and Great Joys unfold. 
England with Joy, did ſtraight make this Reply, 
My Rose Revaves, ;juſt as ic leem'd todye, 

The Fragrant Smells, that it in Plenty yields, 
Doth fall the Skies, makes glad Your Scottiſh Fields. 
Do by Your T'x1s TLE prick thoſe that Rebell, 
[Il Cure Confuſion by my RosE3s Smell. 

It Dewil-Rebellion enter ſome Saul's Heart, 


Our David, by the Hare, will a& his part. 
Scotland, L 11 wair the plealure of Heav'ns Ki 


Who Comfort and Great Joy to's all will bring 

Straight by Command, the happy Tenth of ; = 
ws forth the Peart Adorns the Engliſh Crown ; 

My Muſe awak'd all was reduc'd to Joy, 

Cannons did Roar, the Gry was A Brisk BOY; 

Ljoyn'd and ſaid, We're Crown'd with Bleſmgs now; 

Lec all the Nations to Jehovah Bow : 

Thus fill'd with Joy, I Run and could not Tarry, 

Till [ by theſe Apply'd, the whole Hail MAR YT, 

The Lord is with Thee, and by Thee has Brought 

1he Genn Delired, nd the Pearl fill Sought : 

Ler's Cheerfully Contented Anthems Sing, : 
May Maxy-GorD ſuch Pleaſure yield each Spring 3 4 
Long live thePr1N crlong livethe QueEN and K 1 hey 


; AMEN. 
With Allowance. 
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